MOWING                                       in

ON MOWING
I HAVE hung the scythe up in the barn and now I
am going to sing its praises. And if you doubt my
competence to sing on so noble a theme come with<
melntb the orchard, smell the new-mown hay. rnark<
the swathes where they lie and note the workmanship.
Yes, I admit that over there by the damson trees
and down by the fence there is a sort of unkempt*
"dishevelled appearance about the grass as though it
had been stabbed and tortured by some insane animal
armed with an axe. It is true. It has been stabbed
and tortured by an insane animal. It was there
)that I began. It was there that I hacked and hewed^
L^fepire!?1 and suffered. It was there that I said
things of which in my calmer moments I should dis-
approve. It was there that I served my apprentice-
ship to the scythe. But let your eye j^an_gently
that stricken pasture and pause here where the
orchard slopes to the paddocL I do not care who
looks at this bit. I am prepared to stand or fall by
it. It speaks for itself. The signature of the master
hand is here. It is my signature.
And having written that signature I feel like the
wounded soldier spoken of by the " Wayfarer " in
the Nation. He was returning to England, and as
he looked from the train upon the cheerful Kentish
landscape and saw the haymakers in the fields he